Themofl lamentable T rage^ie 

Yourliucs fliallpay thefoifcit of the peace. 

For this time all therelt depart away; 

You Capu/et Qidil goealong withme, 

AndUMiffiatagHe come you this aftcrnoone, 

To know our fathers plefiire in this cafe: 

Tojold Free-towne, our common judgment place} 

Once more on paine of death,all men depart. 

Mom> Who fet this auncieutquarrell new abroach? 
Speake Nephew, were you by,when it began? 

'Ben, Here were the feruants of your aduerfarie 
And yours clofe fighting erel did approach, 

Idrew to part them, in the inftantcame 
The fiery 7/^4/f,w#thhisfword prepard. 

Which as he breath’d defiance to iny eares, 

Hefwong about his head and cut the windes, 

Who nothing hurt wlthall,hift him in fcorne: 

While we were enterchanging thru (Is and blowes. 
Came more and more.and fought on part and part, 

Till the Prince came .whoparted cither part. 

Wife, O whereisii’awif^jfaw' you him to day? 

Right glad ami, he was not at thisfray. 

Ben, Madam.an hotirc before the worfiiipt Sun,’ 
Peerde forth the golden window the Eaft, 

A troubled mind draue me to walke abroad. 

Where ynderneatli the groue of Syramour, 

That Wertward rooceth from this City fide; 

So early walking did I fee your fonne. 

Towards him 1 made, but he was ware ofme, 

And ftole into the couert of the wood, 

I meafuring his affeftions by my owne. 

Which then moft fought,where moll might nOl be found; 
Being one too many by my weary fclfe, 

Purfuedmy honour,not purluing his, 

And gladly Ih mined, who gladly fled from me. 

Mount. Many a morning hath he there bccnefcenc^ ^ 


of^meo and Juliet; 

With tearcs augmenting tbe.frefli mornings dcaW^ 

Adding to cloudes,morc cloudes with his deope fighcs, ' 
Butallfofooncasrhcall cheering Sunne, 

Should in the fartheft Ball begin to draw. 

The lhadiccurtaines from bed. 

Away from light fteales home ray heauy fonne. 

And priuate in his Chamber pennes htmfclfe. 

Shuts vp his windowcs,lockes&irc day-light out,. 
Andmakeshimfelfeanartificiall night, 
Blackeandportendous muft this humor prone, 
Vnlellegood counfellmay thccauferemoue. 

* Ben. My noble vncle doe you know the caufc? 

Mom. I neither knowit,nor can Icarne of him. 

Ben. Maueyouimportundehim byanymeancs? 

Moun, Both by tay felfe and many other friends, 

'But he his own aflfeftions counfeller. 

Is to hiinf^lfefi will not fay how true) 

But to himfeife fo fecret and fo clofe. 

So farre from founding and difcouety. 

As is the bud bit with an enuious worme, 
nrehe.canfprcadhisfweetc leaues to theayre,' 

Or dedicate his beauty to the fame. ' 

Could we but learne from whence his forrowes grow- 

We w'Ould as willingly giue cure, as know . * 

Enter Romeo, 

Eenu. See wlierehe conies, fo pleafe vou ftep afidc,' 
ileknowhis greeuanccor be muchdea'ide. 

Mom. I would thou wei tfo happy by thy flay. 

To heare true llirift.come Madam lets away. ' 

Benuol. Good morrow Coufin. 

Romeo, Is tlie day fo young? 

Ben. But new ftrookq nine. . . 

Ro»teo. Ay me fad houres feenie Ion'<^; ' ' - ' . . ' 

Was thatoy father chat went hence fofaft? 

en- ^ was : what fadneSl'engrIieiiSA’ffwm houres? 

^ Ronr Not 
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